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Liam O’Flaherty, The Sniper )

Dublin lay enveloped in darkness but for the dim light of the moon
that shone through the clouds. Here and there through the city,
machine guns and rifles broke the silence of the night. Republicans
and Free Staters were waging civil war.

On a roof-top a Republican sniper lay watching. Beside him lay his
rifle and over his shoulders were slung a pair of field-glasses. His
face was the face of a student, thin and ascetic, but his eyes had

the cold gleam of the fanatic. They were deep and thoughtful, the
eves of a man who is used to look at death.

He was eating a sandwich hungrily. He had eaten nothing since
morning.

Then he paused for 2 moment, considering whether he should risk a
smoke. It was dangerous. The flash might be seen in the darkness,
and there were enemies watching. He decided to take the risk.
Placing a cigarette between his lips, he struck a match, inhaled

the smoke hurriedly and put out the light. Almost immediately, a
bullet flattened itself against the parapet of the roof. The sniper
took another whiff and put out the cigarette. Then he crawled away
to the left.

Cautiously he raised himself and peered over the parapet. There
was a flash and a bullet whizzed over his head. He dropped immediate-
ly. He had seen the flash. It came from the opposite side of the
street.

Just then an armoured car came across the bridge and advanced
slowly up the street. It stopped on the opposite side of the street,
fifty yards ahead. The sniper’s heart beat faster. It was an enemy
car. He wanted to fire, but he knew it was useless. His bullets would
never pierce the steel that covered the grey monster.

Then round the corner of a side street came an old woman, her head
covered by a tattered shawl. She began to talk to the man in the
turret of the car. She was pointing to the roof where the sniper lay.
An informer.

The turret opened. A man’s head and shoulders appeared, looking to-

~ wards the sniper. The sniper raised his rifle and fired. The head

fell heavily on the turret wall. The woman darted towards the side
street. The sniper fired again. The woman whirled round and fell
with a sudden shriek into the gutter,

Suddendy from the opposite roof a shot rang out and the sniper
dropped his rifle with a curse. The rifle clattered to the roof. The
sniper thought the noise would wake the dead. He stooped to pick the
rifle up. He couldnt lift it. His forearm was dead.

“Christ,” he muttered, “I“m hit.”

Dropping flat on to the roof, he crawled back to the parapet. Then

he lay still and, closing his eyes, he made an effort of will to
overcome the pain.

In the street beneath all was still. The armoured car had retired
speedily over the bridge, with the machine gunner’s head hanging
lifeless over the turret. The woman's corpse lay still in the

gutter.

The sniper lay still for a long time nursing his wounded arm and
planning escape. Mormning must not find him wounded on the roof. The
enemy on the opposite roof covered his escape. He must kill that
enemy and he could not use his rifle. He had only a revolver to do

it. Then he thought of a plan.
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